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" I don't think Koestler is as important as Kafka, for
instance."

I saw the red lights.
" Ah! " I said vaguely.
" What do you think of Kafka ? "
"Well/'I began warily, "I think . . ."
"Of course one can see that Kafka and Thomas
Mann have had a profound influence on Rex Warner."
"But . . ."

"Sometimes I think I can detect a continuous line
running from Stendhal through Proust to Gide."
He looked eagerly at me and smiled shyly.
"Can you?" I said.

"Have   you   read    any    early    sixteenth-century
Provencal poetry lately ? ''
"No/'I said.   "Notlately/'
" In the spectrum of style/' he began.
But at that moment there was interruption.    It was
late, and we were sitting alone in the lounge.    I had
noticed a bedouin enter, and I had imagined from his
robes he might be a servant of the Emir who was stay-
ing in the hotel.   He now approached us to ask (or so
I gathered from his desert Arabic) where he could find
the hotel porter.

" Yalla," said Hassan.   " Go away."
The bedouin turned softly and walked out.
Hassan lit a cigarette.   " If you don't check off those
fellows right away," he said, "they'll keep yattering
at you all night."

" But he only wanted to know where the porter was,"
I said.

"Oh, was that all? Really, those fellows' speech
is so outlandish I can't understand a word they
say/'